And as, far off, the breaking morn Had hit the high seraphic town, He prayed for lonesome carbineers And wakeful lovers, rash of years, Who've harvested the lunar corn Before the crops were brown.
For thieves: the gate-man late and lonely
With his green flag; for tramps that sprawl:
And lastly for a frozen guy
That towed six mules along the sky
And felt among them all the only,
Or most a mule of all!
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